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' said: “T'll take some pickies, some turkey, some ham and eggs

SAMMY TUTEWILER FINDS THAT BEING A REAL KING IS NOT ALL

e e — ——————————————————————

IE SALT LAKE HER RALD, SUNDAY. JULY 20, 1902.

GOOD STORIES FOR CHILDREN--By Walt McDougall
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carried milk to some customers nearby, picked stones out of the straw-
berry bed, fed chickens, raked hay, dug fence posts, churned butter and

In the afternoon he had a dozen other
evening came, when he shoced the hens into the coog,
tdmmmmwmnmdmmmtom

“I wonder that T don't have to wash the cat!™ wmaid be to himself, “or
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piping above in the green shadows and the fleecy elouds sailing
blue sky, he thought it was hard work and wished tor
the time when he would be a man and have nothing to do but go fishing,
buggy-riding and draw money from the bank.
ltvuonchhymuywbnt&odrm-kymdmlu
-nmytnmwb’ntb..unluhtmdmudwtmmmu
the birds and butterflies dozed, that Sammy lay be-
ide the brook in the pasture. He had watched the cows until they
ed under some trees and sank down into the tall grass, and thes
as he found the sun crseping around into his shaded retreat hs was
obliged to move also. He rose lazily and walked along beside the high
Etone wall toward the corner of the pasture. As he went he noticed a
slightly worn pathway which he was sure he had never seen before,
familiar 25 he was with that field. He foliowed it curfously. Sometimes
1t was faint and almost invisib'e; again it was plain 2nd marked as by
many feet. It led to the end of the pasture, as he could zee, but he knew
that it could not cross the fence there, and expected to follow it along
the end wall, but when he came to the other end he was astonished to
see a small wooden door in the wall. There the path ended.

Now.ottznuh.hulbocnmthnmtmdmhowu;mmb.
had never before observed that doorway. It certainly must have been
made withia a few days, yet it looked as old and worn es the stone wall
itself, and cobwebs were laced across it that showed they had been
there many days. So mysterious and uncanny Aid {t seem that instead
otmmtmwudmuwomnmadmrhehmu:ed.m
then he softiy rapped upon the time-stained wood.

FUNNY LITTLE WOMAN PEEPED OUT

Hardly bad the echo of his knock ceased when the little door opsned
and a funoy old woman in a green sunbonnet peeped out and smiled at
bim comieally. Beyond her through the open door hs saw only another
Beld like the one he was in.

“Good morning.” said the old woman; “and what do you wish
to-day ™

“I—~I was curious about this door. I've never seen it before, although
I have been in this pasture every day for years,” said Sammy. “What {s
it for>"

“It's the opening into the wishing-garden,” she replied; “will you
step In?™ BSammy hesitated, for he had heard of such things, and was
somewhat doubtful as to where they led ons to. However, she looked so
smiling that he feit she was harmless. He entered the gateway and the
door was closed. The garden, as she called it, seemed in nowise different
from any other fleid; In fact, it seeméd rather more weedy, ne though?,
than the pasture.

“¥ou are not the first,” said the ittle old woman, “who has seer. that
&oor, but you are ths Arst for more than a century who has passed its
portals, for, instead of trying to push it open as all others have done, you
were polite enough to knock for admittance, and that's what I've been
walting for.”

“Thank you,” replied Bammy. “Now what do you do here, may
I ask?

“I am the falry Nancy Hgnks. You may think that's a funny noms
for a fairy, but I am a plain country fairy and have a piaif name. [
will grant you any wish you may ask me because I am so glad to meet
& really polite boy in these rude times.”

“Well” sald Sammy; “I was just wishing, as I lay there in the grass,
that I was a king, and I guess that'll be good enough for me.”

Nancy Hanks smiled, but, while smiling, she shook her head somea-
what doubtfully as if she questioned the wisdom of his wish. “Go and
lie down again in the shade and I'll see about it,” she sald. Then she
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. ©opened the door and Sammy stepped out. He sought a shady spot again,

and began to think over this strange episode. Soon he fell asieep, but
Just as he was dreaming something awoke bim a3d he sat up.

He found himself in a most gorgeous bed of ivory and gold and sur-
rounded by magnificently dressed gentlemen, all of whom were holding
in their hands parts of splk did clothing, all of satin, veivet and lace,
with diamonds and rubles sewed all over them. :

*“Will your gracious Majesty be ples=ed to avise?™ said the most
gorgecus of them all, aa he stepped to the bedside.

““Where am 17" asked Sammy. -

“Your Majesty is confused with the sudden awakening," replied the
glittering creature. “Your Majesty is in bed, of course.”

“ARb,” s¥id Sammy, “the fairy has mads good. I am a king. Gee!
Iook at my clothes!”

SAMMY WAS NOT AT ALL SURPRISED

Sammy was not at all surprised, of course, for he believed in fairies,
and so0 he was prepared for anything. He hopped out of bed and was
adout to pull off the nightgown of satin that he wore, but an-
other man, as splendid as the others, cried out:
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Plain Boy

“IT IS THE

“Very well, T'll take that,” said Sammy. But he did wish it were ham
22d eggs when he sat down,all alone,at the great tabdle covered with crim-
son velvet and with cdozens of solid gold dishes all around him. The room
was filled with silent gentlemen il gazing solemnly at ivim as if to an-
ticipate each wish, and he was not allowed to reach for anything before

ir3, his crown weighed like a ton of lead on his forehesd, and everything
was 50 solemn and precise that he soon grew tired enough. Nobody
spoke, for that would have been improper unless Sammy spoke first, and
&s he was afraid of making some blunder he didn't open his mouth. It
was still very early in the morning, as he saw by the great clock of
pearls and gold that faced him. He turned to one of the gentlemen
near him and laying aside the gem-embroidered napkin asked if they
always had breakfast o early.

“Your Majesty forgets that to-day we review the Royal Flintlock
Fusiliers,” replied the gentleman-in-waiting.

“Ah, then I shail ride a horse!” cried Sammy.

“Heavens, no!” cried the Master of the Stables, *““There isn’'t a horse
that I dare trust you on.”

“No, your Majesty must go in the coach for reasons of state that I
cannot here mention,” added the Prime Minister gravely.

PLACED IN A GIGANTIC COACH

JustthentheLordPhyﬁdantothymtﬂ-wh-lnd-u%"f

that he had eaten enough, 2nd he was pelitely ushered from the table,
although he had scarcely begun t¢ make 2 meal. This made the Boy
King sore, but as hie was about te assert himself he caught such a fierce
and chilling look from the Lord Chamberlain that he kept sHent He
was placed In. a gigantic gilded coach, the windows of %mch were so
high that unless he stood on tiptoe he could see nothing, and with a glit-
tering cavalcade of officers following on horseback, set off for the an-
nual review of the Royal Flintlock Fusiliers. The coach was drawn to
the top of a hill and stopped wkile all the generals and other officérs
gathered close about it 0 that the king saw nothing but several clpuds
of dust. Then they all galloped swiftly back to court, where another
Jeweled suit of clothes was put on King Sammy, and he had to go and
stand on a marble piaiform and listen to long speeches in Greek and
Latin, after which ke had to present a pile of diplomsas to a lot of long-
haired sclentists who wrote about bugs.

“I think I'll go out and take a walk,” sald Sammy after this was over.
All the courtiers looked shoeked.

“It would be very unwise, as well as very bad form, your Majesty,™
said the Duke of Okipokworth, as he nervously fumbled with his great

star of office. “Suppose you should be seen! The mob might attack you,
for no monarch ever walks.”

“Hasn’t my royal face been seen?” asked Sammy.

“No, indeed, or at least but very rarely. It is unsafe, for there are so
many Anarchists about now,” repiied the Officer of the Wand.

“Give me a good revolver and I will tackie any Anarchist around
here,” exclaimed Sammy.

Everybody shuddered at the thought “Your Majesty is joking!" cried
the Royal Keeper of the Ice Chest. “We do not dare to take such risks!
We can find Anarchists anywhere, but how can Wwe replace our king?
No, remain within and attend to your royal duties. We now have the
meeting of the council to attend.”

They hustled Sammy =way to another grand room, the <Touncil
Chamber, where for three hours they read reports to him regarding mat-
ters in the kingdom, such as the state of the bes-keeping industry, the
epidemic among Angora goats, the I7-year-old locust, the servant girl
problem, axd a lot of things like that, until poor Sammy actually wished
that he were back in school again, so dreadfully tiresome It all was.
When the council was over Sammy exclaimed, “I've a good mind to siids
down the banisters to loosen my iegs.”

HE PLAYED JACKSTONES UNTIL EVENING

“Horrors. No. 1f the king unbends what will the people do? The
whole country will rise in revoit if you should dc a thing so undigni-
fied. Follow us to your private spartment, where there are other duties
for you,” they said, as they gathered around. Then to another grand
Toom, all turquoise and etlver, he was conducted, where he signed
“SAMMY lIrd” to many important state papers that be knew ncthing at
all about until he was tired.

“I think I'd like to go to a bail game,” he sz2id, when a rest and some
amusemen! were suggested.

“Alas. no, your Mazesty! It is unwise, as well as unsafe, and very vui-
ger. We had better remain in here and play Jackstones.™

Sammy was disgusted, but he saw no way of escaping from his Min-
isters of State, and so he played jackstones untll evening, when he was
attended by the Royal Bandmaster, who asked him to select the dances
for the Grand Ball that evening. It just made Sammy sick to have to
bother about things he knew nothing about, and yet when he suggested
“Copenhagen,” “Pillows-and-Keys,” “Post Office,” and some other pleas-
ant little recreations common to his own experience, all the officers oz
the bail snorted in protest.

“What? Kiss at the royal ball! Kissing games! Oh, your Majesty is
triffing with this solemn affair! Let us hope the reporters haven't over-

Sammy. much disgusted, walked to the window, and as he reache: it
a shot was heard. a bullet crashed through the glass and smashed a mir-
ror on the wall behind him. The guards outside captured the man who
had fired at the king and he was hauled into the palace.

“Why do you want to soak me?” asked Sammy; “I never did you any
harm, did 12"

“Ob, my Quty, your Majesty! you forget my honorable task
is to remove the royal necktie.™

“Oh, I forgot,” said Sammy, and eat still.

Then one came with the roval diamond-studded shirt, an-
other with his stockings, all ruby-starred, and then his panties
and coat. Bach one bad to be put on with great ceremony by
the proper official, and it took them about an hour and a half
to wash and dress Sammy, who himeelf never tocok more than
four minutes at the jecb any time. He was getting pretty tired
of it when suddenly another glittering gentleman entered and

asked:

“What will your Msjesty have for breakfast?™ All the royai
dressers, buttoners, washers, combers and clothes holders stood
aside, for this was the Gentieman of the D room. Sa

and some fried cakes™

The Gentleman of the Dining-room looked startled, and then
cried: “Is your Majesty jesting? Such things are not for royal-
ty. That is food for the laboring classes!™

“Well, what have you got?” asked

Sammy. A
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“You are king and 1 am an Anarchist,” growled the man savagely.

“What is an Anarchist?’ asked Sammy.

““We are opposed to everything,” replied the assassin. “We want to
abolish everything from kings to elevator boys—that is, everything ex-
cept breweries. That's our creed and we don’t care who knows it either.”
A paper was placed {n Sammy’s hand by the Lord Chancellor. He looked
2t it and saw that it had a great skull-and-cross-bones at the top. It was
the death sentence of the Anarchist.

“Sign it and we will execute him at once,” sald thz Chancellor with
& frown.

“1 can’t.” said Sammy. “There’s no use talkin'; I can't do #t™

“You must,” sald the Chancellor, threateningly.

“Who's king here, you or I?” asked Sammy, angrily. “I'll discharge
the whole lot of you—"

Instantly all of the noblemen grabbed the boy by the arms and legs
and ran him out of the room into a smaller apartment, where the Lord
Chlet Justice sald: Do you think we let you be king to boss us, the
grandees of the realm?"

“I thought the king was boss,” said Sammy, humbly, as he thought
how many kings had had their heads cut off.

“Not much,” replied the courtiers; “you're only a figurehead. We are
the real thing.”

““Then do your own bossing; I'm through!” cried Sammy, and he sud-
denly jumped out of the window and ran for the palace gates. They all
put after him, and he was certain that they would recapture him, but as
ke ran he saw before him the little doorway of the fairy Nancy Hanks,
and somehow he was relleved. The door opened when he got to it and he
sprang in. The next moment he found himself in the old pasture with
the cows all peacefully grazing is the sunliZiv.

“You are all out of breath,” said the fziry, appearing again beside
him; “how did you iike being king?"

“It's enough toc take the breath away,” replied Semmy, panting.
“They wanted me to ki#ll a feller.”

“That's part of the king business,” said the fairy. “If he doesn't
kill a few people occasionally they might kill him. What will you try
next?”

A VALLEY FILLED WITH MARVELS

“Well, I made a mistake that time, and I've got good and tired of
rules and rsgulations, too, by it. I'd like to go somewhere where there
fsn’'t a singie rule—"

“Step in,” laughed Nancy Hanks, and in Sammy sprang, to find him-
self looking down a valley filled with all sorts of wonders. An sged man
came to him with a vacuous smile, saying, with a deep bow, “Mr.
Ymmas, I believe.”

“My name's Sammy,” replied the bey.

“Ali right. Ymmas is Sammy backward. “Havea popcora bali”™ He
handed Sammy what seemed to be a large, red popcorn ball, but as he
took it the thing sweiled up to the size of a barrel and then dropped to
pleces slowly. “I am the prefessional guide in Woozyland,” said the old
mman, “but as I am not ailowed .o listen, I'll just leave my ears here on
this stump.” He placed them on the stump and a woodpec_er ran out
and gobbled them up in a twinkilng.

“Ha, there they go!" he chuckled. ‘“The things here will get all I have
yet. The porcupine ate my whiskers last week and the molecule, who is
the half-sister to the mole, borrowed my kneepans to bake bread in and
hasn't returned them. But let us be merry. It can't last iong.” He led
Sammy along the path toward a ferny grove.

““What’s all that noise?” asked the curious boy as he listened.

“It’s the anvil plants at work. They are making rivets for the cow-
slips so that they won't slip any more, thank goodness.”

Sure enough when they reached the grove there were Immense floral
anvils banging away industriously and heating the rivets in 2 bed of fire-
files on the ground. All around were wonders in the piant line. ¥our
o'clocks. unlike the regular flowers of that name, grew with dials and
hands like reai 80-cent ciocks, and now and then a lot 6f them would set
Off their alarms all together with an awful din; flowers with bells, whoie
chimes of them. grew there and tinkled with every breath of air; other
flowers that went off at regular intervals ifke Roman candles and spat-
tered fire all over the grass; trees that bore fruit in the shape of apples,
pears and plums, but made of hard wood. while the bark was like fruit.
Nothing was really what it seemed. The water in the brook that looked
€0 tempting was solid glass, but when in disgust Sammy sat down on
& rock the stone splashed up and Slowed away like water, leaving him
sprawling.

SOME WONDERS IN THE PLANT LINE

“Well, this certainly is Woozyland, ali right!” he exclaimed as he
rose. ‘““It’s a dear old place,” sald the guide. “Let us mosey along and
see the sights before they fade.”

The old man gatherad up some deep-green eggs as he spoke and put
them in his pockets. “We will see what they come to,” said he.

“Why? What's peculiar about them?’ asked Sammy.

“Oh, they are liable to hatch out anything in a few minutes. Any-
thing from a bock of trolley car tickets to a Hve walrus. They are regu-
lar myystery eggs, I assure you.”

They strolled along. Sammy missing nothing about him.

“What are these plants?’ he asked, after awhila, stopping before a
funay clump of shrubbery that blazed and crackled.

“That's the electric light-plant,” sald the aged guide.

“Oh, I have often heard of it,” said Sammy; “it raises currents.””

“Will you have some natural hoki-poki?” asked the cld man as he
reached into another bush and picked what looked like a snow-ball
“Certainly,” replied Sammy, putting out his hand, but before he could

take the hoki-poki it blazed up in 2 flame a yard high
back in alarm. "They are tco ripe, I fear. We came t
gulde sadly, and he wiped his eves on his coat tai
in time to eat one yet.” *“I guess they are not &
try one of those things on the ground there t} 1
clay,” =aid Sammy. *“Perhaps they are eatable, for
Seems to go by contraries.” *“I have been dizsappointed
said the old man, weeping bitterly. Sammy picked up o f
found it soft and yielding, and on breaking it epen found it fu
mallow. As he was eating It the old man began to d e wil
down on the path in evident pain, clawing at his sleeves
bad placed the greeen eggs. “‘“They're hatching, they're hs
shrieked wildly. Several large crabs fell out upon the gro
tled away through the grass. ““There 15 more there vet!
man. “Reach up my back and puil them out, please.” T
voice, and out of the bushes stepped a large bear, wh
other bears in that his hair was of a deep blue, with large 5
dots scattered over it. He had an amiable air and wore roi
slid swiftly to the oid man, reached up under his coat, b
bringing forth more crabs he extracted two little purple monkey
he examined very gravely.

HOW A COMET WAS HATCHED

“They are the most disappointing eggs,” sald the aged guid
never can tell what to expect from them. Last week I hatch
croquet set from a dozen of the prettiest I ever saw, but I do no
I will experiment further.”

“What can you eggspect of eggs that grow upon Bildad trees? asked
the bear. “Let us go and gather some whistling berries and pelt the
pelicans with them,” he added.

“Nobody asked you to join our party,” sald the aged one, with a
frown. “We are going to sail boats up the sand hills, snd we
exclusive to assoclate with you.”

“You are very proud because you've got a boy to play with!” retorted
the polka-dotted bear. “But if I wished I could tell a secret.”

“What is it?” inquired the old man excitedly.

“I know where the Manayunk has hidden your left whisker,” said
the bear.

“Where, oh, where has he hidden {t?*

“Step over here and I'll tell you.”

The old man went a few steps away, and the bear s=
would he hide it?”

“I dunno,” replied the guide.

“In his hide!” roared the bear, and skated swiftly away,
man fell down and wept so hard that a iarge puddle form
feet. Sammy was so upset that he walked away. A few steps fart he
came upon a queer-looking thing rolled up beneath a tre 3
2s he approached and then unrollcl like a strip of carpet.
many legs and several tails, but he could not see at wi
was placed. It began to run around swiftly until he be
waiching its gyrations. “What on earth is that?” asked S
the guide joined him.

“That’s the Manayunk, and he's very iively to-day, beczuse ws had
frosting on our cake last night. Frost always excites him I}

“Is he dangerous?”

“He would be if he could find his head,” replied the aged gulde; “but
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it takes him so long to do that that everything escapes him.”
“Where is his head?" asked Sammy.
“Somewhere in the middle there.
they get all tangled up so that
times it rol

rs and puzz
1,”" said Sammy.
FIRE-DOGS IN A CHASE

“Oh, den't waste any sympathy on him. He doesn't degerve it. Come
along.” A little farther they heard a loud bar
marked: “Those are the fire X
they go. And they are ru: 1
forbidden.” Sammy saw them quite plalnly, ten
as are placed in open fireplaces to hold up
angry barks after one poor little vel i
seemed certain to fall Into th
ment it saw a bole in the groun fr
in a whiffle-tres, burst into a coolng song of rell
blue and green parrots all began to ery: “Polly w
the same time, filling the air with noise. The old man rea
ceat posket and produced a handful of firecrackers, which he 1t
the parrots, and they flew away delighted.

“I don’t want them here, for they desiroy the alp?

“What's that?” asked Sammy, thinking his ears ived

“They ruin our alphabets. See those trees yonder? Wel s grow
all our alphabets on them.”

Sammy looked carefully, and saw that the trees were filled
sorts of letters, hanging like so many cherries to P
ground also was covered with those that had ¢
cared. “This reslly is Woozyland for certal id b i
very pretty hammock swinging between the trees, and he sank
with a feeling of dizziness.

““What is wrong?” asked his guide.

“My head is going around!” said Sammy.

Just then the hammock began to crawl nto the
in his terror his first thought was of the fairy.

“Napcy Hanks! Oh, Nancy!" he cried loudly. Instantly 3S B
the old pasture again with the cows.

“Well,” sald Nancy, as she appearsd smiling
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“Got enough of a place where they have no rul
tions?”

“Indeed, yes!" ecried Sammy.
first and asked you to make me a
“I'll do It mow. but that's the
o month.”

“All right, make
minute he was a g0
with 21l his might.

Now he works ¢
figuring how he e:
| for the children, pay the
in his Hver, make the
meet 2 note of X with
80es 80 fast that he csz
Whenever he thinks o £
and dream, while the cows grazed, he alm
old fairy won't be able to meet him and gi
untf! the next fuil moon

But Sammy knows what he will ask her to do the next t
He wili only ask her to make him just a pl

for he mow knows that is the very best thing ir Y
unless, perhaps, it may possibly be better to be z gt E
WALT MceDOUGALL

i T I

e T—




